Poem by Sheck, Laurie
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 34
Issue 1 Spring Article 19
2004
Poem
Laurie Sheck
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Sheck, Laurie. "Poem." The Iowa Review 34.1 (2004): 79-79. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.5813
LAURIE SHECK 
Poem 
The mind is a thing deeply marked. I have bound myself to this damage. 
Most delicate and difficult 
Strangeness, I have abandoned the idea of being 
Warm. There is a strictness in the ice charged with its distinct breakages, 
Hard and beautifully detached?water once so blue polished to a sheen until 
it's heightened 
And unlike itself. 
Outside, cold hills. The sky steel-colored, then duller in parts, the gray of 
smudged newsprint. 
I did not foresee 
How this becoming is a reckless and incautious thing. The ice 
Grows intricate where the stresses fall. 
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